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The Meet-Cute 


Author's Notes: 

This story is nowhere near completed, and I\'m kind of starting in the middle of the beginning(?) just to see 
how well it\'s received. But if you guys like it, | will absolutely add more and try to figure out a solid intro, so... 
of course, no matter how much | wish it were so, i do not own any of the members of Guns N Roses, 


whether past, present or future. This is meant purely for entertainment, and not personal gain 


| climbed the stairs to the second landing, clutching the railing since | couldn't see my feet making progress on 
the floorboards through the dense fog. | propelled myself into the first room | could find and once | had closed 
the door behind me | slid down the wall to sit on the floor. With my head in my hands | uttered a low, 


"Jesus Christ." 


"Yes?" A smooth, deep voice came from the far corner of what | quickly realized was a dimly lit bedroom. | 
jumped and clutched my chest as my eyes searched to find the source of my surprise. When my pulse had 
slowed back to a reasonable tempo and | was able to focus my vision once more, | could just see a man 


slouched on a queen-sized bed with a pen in one hand and a beer in the other. The hazy smoke had filtered its 


way into this small space, apparently underneath the closed door, and was curling away from the ceiling and 
walls, and though it was not nearly as overwhelming as downstairs, it still felt as though | was sitting in the 
middle of a sickeningly sweet cloud. The man let out a chuckle when he saw that he had startled me and lifted 
the beer can to his lips. | didn't know what to say or do, so | just stared. After guzzling down the remnants of 
the can, smashing it against his thigh, and throwing it onto the floor, the man hunched over and scribbled 
something onto the pad of paper resting on his knees. For a moment | thought he was just going to ignore me 
and | would have left to go somewhere else, but just as | was moving to stand back up, he raised his head 


again and looked at me. 
"So what's up?" He raised his eyebrows, which disappeared beneath his dark auburn hair. 
| stood up and looked from him to the door and back again before stammering, 


'I-Im sorry. | just" | turned and swiped my hand against the wooden door, feeling for the handle. | was stuck 
in this hell house, miles from my garbage can of an apartment, my friends were downstairs getting high with 
a band of miscreants, and on top of it all, here | was embarrassing myself in front of who | now recognized as 


the charismatic, sexy singer from the club. 
"Hey, wait up. | didn't mean to scare you. Don't go." 


| was still facing the door, trying to figure out what to do when | heard loud, raucous laughter peeling from 
the group downstairs. My stomach lurched. 


"Please," he urged. | pivoted slowly on my heel because | realized that the possibility of coming off as a moron 
to this complete stranger in a room filled with brain-addling smoke was ten times better than returning to the 
couches and listening to a bunch of drunks talk about meaningless crap for the rest of the night. And besides, 
he seemed lonely. 


| planned on being as stoic and reserved as possible, because | refused to become one of those mushy fangirls 
who fawn and coo over musicians like they're gods. | wasn't going to give in to his witty charm or flashy 
personality, no matter how hard he tried. There was no way | was going to act like those girls at the bar. | 
was educated, | had class, and | had a backbone. | could have a perfectly rational conversation with this man 
and walk away unscathed. | was not going to fall into this trap. 


He was smiling at me, and one strand of his thin, straight hair, which had escaped from behind his ear, was 
hanging limply over his left eye, melting my stony composure at once. | was putty in his hands. Damn it. 


"What's your name?" 


"Lorelai." | didn't know what to do with my hands, so | shoved them into my pockets and shrugged as | looked at 
the floor. 


"Have a seat, Lorelai" He patted the edge of the bed and leaned back against his pillows. | trudged over to him, 


dragging my feet, and sat slowly on the corner of the bed, as far as possible from his slender frame. "I don't 
bite," he smiled at me and | lifted the corner of my mouth obligingly. | had never been in a situation like this 
before and | had absolutely no idea what to do. Guys do not pay attention to girls like me. 


"What's your name?" | tried to be conversational. 
"William. But you can call me Axl" He lifted his pen and again scribbled something onto his paper. 
"| guess | don't see the connection" 


He smirked and continued writing. | felt stupid at this point because it seemed that our conversation had 
reached a standstill. | had no idea what to say to this beautiful creature; | barely knew how to talk to the 
nerdy boys at my school. The smoke had turned everything sluggish, and | was melting slowly every time 
those green eyes grazed over my face. The scratching of ink on paper stopped, and | looked back up from my 
fidgeting fingers in my lap to see him grinning. 


‘| remember you. You were at the gig tonight. What brings you to our lovely abode? Drawn in by our oozing 
appeal and musical genius? Lost in the streets of late-night Los Angeles? Charming hit-woman hired to finish 
me off for not paying a debt?" 


"My friends. They're downstairs. They.uhthey're-" 


"Being entertained by my boys. | get it. So why aren't you down there with them?" He sounded almost bitter. | 
didn't like the acid in his tone. | wanted to make him happy again. 


"Well, uh, it'sits not really my scene. I'm not from around here, and it's all a bitoverwhelming. | just needed to 


get away for a minute." 
"Ah, not a localthat makes you a groupie?" 


| laughed. "No, just a lost child, really.” Oh my god, | said that out loud to this man. | couldn't believe myself. | 
needed to pull it together. 


"Aren't we all?" He gave me an amused smile and started jotting something else down. "Tell me about it, please." 
He set down the paper and pen, leaned over the side of the bed, came back up with two fresh cans of beer, 
handed one to me before popping the tab off his own, and then took a deep sip, giving me his full attention. For 
some reason, nothing seemed more natural than to satisfy his request. | twisted my beer in my hands slowly a 
few times before taking a deep breath and starting. 


"Well, l'm [7 years old. | grew up in northeast Indiana, with-" | heard a sudden intake of breath as Axl sucked in 
through his clenched teeth. | looked up to see him grimacing. "What's wrong?" He shook his head. 


"Indiana. OF course." He smiled darkly. "lits nothing. Please continue." | scrutinized him for a moment before 


proceeding. 
"| grew up in northeast Indiana, with my mom and dad. I'm an only child, so it got kind of lonely sometimes." 
“Abundant ‘me-time'. Must have been nice, though," he tilted his head. 


"Yeah, | guess." | thought about it. "Yeah you're right, | guess. I've never been the type to socialize in excessive 
amounts, but | never realized how much | enjoy being alone." | frowned. 


"Hmm." | looked up to see him glance at his pad of paper. "Do you mind?" He gestured to it. 
"No, go ahead" He stretched to reach forward and began scribbling once more. "What are you writing?" 


"Uh, music, | guess. Only not really. H's more like fragments of music: little bits and pieces that come together 


slowly. | never know when something's going to spark a lyric." 
"Well, you seem to be writing a lot tonight. Does it always come that easily to you?" | ask. 
"No." He smiled at me, "sometimes it takes a catalyst; a muse, if you will." 


| blushed and continued to fidget with my fingers. When Axl finished penning his newest idea, he folded his 


arms and legs and leaned back to scrutinize me. 


"So, what brings you here to the land of fame and fortune? Are you a singer, too? Or maybe an actress or 


model? I'm not buying the stripper card: you're too nervous." He chuckled. 
"Wow, ouch," | sighed. He smiled. "I'm here because my friends want to meet some rockstars." 
"So you are a groupie.” 


"No, | said my friends were here to meet rockstars. | am here to make sure they don't end up dead in a ditch 


somewhere due to their less than impeccable judgement and nonexistent cognitive awareness." 


"I still don't believe you. | think that despite your many objections, you have a bit of a thing for rockstars," he 
wiggled his eyebrows and grinned. | looked at the floor to hide my smile. 


"Well, since you know everything." 
‘lam Jesus," he reminded me calmly. | rolled my eyes. 
"You're ridiculous is what you are. Has anyone ever told you how self-confident you are?" 


"Babe, | wouldn't be any good at my job if | wasn't. That's how | get the gigs and bring in the dough. Nobody 


wants to watch a timid performer. What's the point?" 
| had no argument so | just pursed my lips and bit the inside of my cheek 


"Nothing's worth doing if you don't do it with some integrity. If my arrogance is what it takes to make great 
music, then goddammit l'm going to be the most arrogant son-of-a-bitch you've ever met. Nothing's stopping 
me, Lorelei. This is what I've dreamed of my whole life. Some people don't understand that. They see me as 
some high maintenance, snobby miscreant, but, in all reality, | just want to make music that moves people. | 
want to make an impact on the world, especially those kids who sit in their rooms at night and listen to their 
favorite bands, hoping for a better future. They can't express themselves, Lorelei. That's my job. | have to be 
the voice for the voiceless. | have to speak to those kids who are stuck being force-fed government 
manufactured shit by their overbearing parents. Those are the same kids who spend all day writing poetry 
instead of learning fractions and singing Aerosmith quietly in the back of the choir room when they should be 
practicing scales and progressions. This is all for them, and some day, it's going to pay off. Just watch me." 


| watched his eyes as he delivered this speech; watched the fire that burned deep inside him as he spoke of 


children that | knew he could relate to on a personal level. 

"l-I didn't mean it as an insult, just an observation" | crinkled my eyebrows as | continued to watch him. 
"Good" He smiled. "I didn't mean to scare you, either. Just intimidate a little. | just get so tired of people 
categorizing me and trying to fit me into some specific mold. I'm Axl Rose, nobody else. If people don't like that, 
they can listen to Bon Jovi, or whatever." 

"I believe you, though." 


"Believe what?" 


"That you're going to make a difference in the world You're going to go places and do things that will have a 


major impact." 


The Meet-Cute Part 2 


Author's Notes: 

Okay guys, I\'m finally out of school so here\'s a little more of my story :). It\'s not as much as before, and 
it\'s just a continuation of what | already posted but | promise | will be posting more and soon! | have so many 
ideas. I\'m also thinking of writing another GN\'R story on the site so I\'ll let you know if it actually happens! ) 
hope you like this and | will put more up ASAP! (\'m actually gonna start from the very beginning of the 
story and give some insight into Lorelai\'s past) 


"I believe you, though." 

"Believe what?" 

"That you're going to make a difference in the world You're going to go places and do things that will have a 
major impact." | sighed, "I just hope you'll be prepared for everything that comes with it” | knew the pressure 
and disappointment that came along with high expectations, even if it wasn't at such a level as he was 
dreaming of. 


"What's that supposed to mean?" He wasn't angry, just curious. 


A loud thud and some shuffling came from the hallway. We both jumped and looked at the door. It cracked 


open slightly and | saw Jenny's frizzy mop peek into the room. 

"Lorelei?" She sounded tired and sick. 

"What is it, Jenny?" | stood and walked to the door. 

| wanna go home." She looked up at me and her eyes were bloodshot. Too much booze and..recreation 

“Sure thing” | turned to Axl. Leaving this room was the last thing | wanted to do at the moment, but what kind 
of person would | be if | ignored my friend's obvious need for help? "Uh, it looks like we're heading out. It was 
really nice to meet you, though, Axl. Hope | didn't bother you too much." | backed slowly through the 


doorframe, holding Jenny's hand as she guided me back to the stairs. 


"Not at all. Hope to see you again. Soon" Axl's eyes stayed glued on me until | closed the door completely, but 


just before | heard the latch click, | could have sworn | heard him whisper, "Leila" 


Back to Reality 


| woke up with the sunlight streaming on my face through the open blinds. | rolled over and pulled my pillow 
over my head. | felt Jenny asleep next to me, her body gently rising and falling as she breathed. The other 
two, Kara and Sam, were in the second bedroom, having bailed on us last night when they had seen the sizable 
chunks expelling from Jenny's mouth. It had taken two hours before she had expended all her alcohol, but | had 
finally coaxed her, fragile and exhausted, into bed and she had conked out instantly. |, however, had lain awake 
for another hour, musing in my head over what had happened that evening. | kept picturing Axl's face in my 
mind, and the way he seemed different from the other band guys, not quite as wild. He seemed older somehow, 
even though he was the same age as them. | had grown up watching girls interact with boys, and they always 
made it seem so easy. | was jealous of that. And there | was last night, conversing with one of the most 
attractive specimen | had ever seen. | recalled that as | floated into unconsciousness, | couldn't help but hope 


to encounter him again. 


As the morning tends to bring an unrelenting reality, | started to remember who | was, who he was, and what 
this whole thing really meant. | was a miserable, unattractive, sarcastic teenage girl with no future, he was a 
gorgeous, talented, experienced rockstar with an impending explosive career, and there was no way that we 
would ever work out. He probably wasn't even into me that way. He was just lonely last night and | happened to 
wander into his midst. If we passed each other on the street, or bumped into each other by happenstance, he 
would never recognize me, or take notice or be interested in me at all. | might as well just cut my losses and 
forget about the whole thing. This was my train of thought when the door slowly opened and | saw Kara's head 


peeking in to see if we were awake. 
"Good morning," | whispered. 


"Good afternoon" She opened the door wider and slipped into the room, Sam close behind her. | looked at the 
clock resting on my bedside table. 115 PM. | had never slept in that late in my life. 


"No, wait, I'm up. Let's go to the kitchen" | didn't want to wake Jenny. | pulled back the covers and sat up. | 
rubbed my eyes. After pulling sweats on over my underwear, | followed them to our small kitchen and pulled 
out a bowl and cereal. They sat at the table and watched me. After | had prepared my breakfast, | pulled out 
a chair and joined them. 


"Is Jenny okay?" Kara asked me, her eyes widened with concern 


"Yeah, she'll live. We should probably avoid pouring any more alcohol into her system for a while, though." | 


slurped my cheerios. 
"Good" Kara looked down at her fidgeting thumbs, and Sam cleared her throat. 


"We're really sorry about last night, Lorelai. We didn't mean to cut you out like that. We were just talking to 


the guys and we looked around and realized you were gone and we felt so bad" 


"Guys, don't worry about it. Seriously. | actually had a pretty good time last night" 
"Really? What did you end up doing, anyway?" Kara asked 

"Well, | was actually up in Axl's room. We just talked for a little while. Nothing super exciting’ 
Both of their jaws dropped 


"Axl?" Sam asked. "He's like, completely elusive. The guys said that ever since they've become a bigger name, 
he doesn't party with them nearly as much as he used to. He just sits up in his room and writes music. He 
says it's because he's focused and wants to make it big, but the guys say he's a real jackass about it 
sometimes. They say he's a jackass about most things, actually." 


| chuckled. "Well he was very nice to me. Not a jackass at all. Honestly, | thought he was the coolest of the 


group." 


They both rolled their eyes. "Yes Miss Holier-Than- Thou, we know how you feel about the others. But they're 
really cool, too. You just didn't spend enough time with them to get to know them," Kara explained. 


"Whatever. So what's the plan for today?" | asked them both. | was sick of all the tourist-y things they had 
been dragging me around to all week. | hoped they had something a little more low-key in mind for the day, 


especially given Jenny's state. 


"Uh, well, the guys actually invited us to come hang with them. They're going out to the studio to work on 
some songs and they asked if we wanted to come. It's totally up to you, though. | mean, we don't have to," 


Kara looked at Sam and then back at me. 
"Why is it up to me? I'm not your mother." | was confused. 


"We just don't want to make you go if you don't want to. We've been dragging you around LA. all week and we 
feel kinda bad. We were gonna let you pick what we did today, but then we met the guys and-" 


‘Guys, | honestly don't care what we do as long as | don't have to look at another star on the walk of fame or 
visit another ‘celebrity home' and stand outside to take pictures. l'm game for going to the studio, though. It 
sounds like fun." | really just wanted to see Axl again, not that | was about to tell them that. 


"Awesome! They said they were gonna go at about 3 o' clock, which means we have time to eat and then get 


all dolled up," Kara smirked and mock fluffed her hair. 


"Good grief." | laughed at her as | put my dish in the sink. "m gonna go shower. You wanna leave at around 


2:45?" 


"Perfect. We'll get Jenny up and get her ready. See you in a little bit," Sam stood up and stretched her back 


As | stepped in the shower, my adrenaline started pumping. | didn't understand why | was so excited until Axl's 
face started swimming in my mind, and | kept picturing how he would greet me when | walked in. Romantic, 
unrealistic fantasies overwhelmed my thoughts until it was finally 2:45, and we all were ready to leave. 


Where The Girls Are Fat And They\ve Got Big.. 


Sam pulled her beat-up old Chrysler into the tiny lot outside of Gardner Studio, and we all stepped out onto 
the asphalt. | looked up at the glossy sign over the building. The boys must have already gotten there, because 
there was a brown Taurus parked along the curb, the same car that had been outside the house last night. 
The four of us slowly made our way to the door, nobody wanting to be the one to open it and walk in first. | 
tugged on the bottom of my t-shirt and fluffed my hair one last time. | had a nervous habit of pulling on my 


shirttail whenever guys were around. Jenny grabbed my wrist and smiled at me. 

"Who're you trying to impress? They're just a bunch of hoodrat punks anyway," she said. She was quoting me 
directly from what | had said at the club last night when the girls had been getting their panties all in a bunch 
over Guns. 

"True, dollface, but they're an attractive bunch of hoodrat punks," Kara giggled at us as she pulled the door 
open. We were blasted with a rush of A/C, and my eyes took a second to adjust to the dim lighting. When | 
could finally see again, | glanced around me, looking for the guys. We were in a cramped lobby with photos and 
posters hanging on the walls. Through an open door behind the desk, | could hear low voices conversing. 

"I still think my lyrics are better." 


"What were they? | don't even remember." 


"Instead of ‘where the grass is green and the girls are pretty’, it goes ‘where the girls are fat and they've got 
big titties," the man speaking gave a raspy laugh. 


"Slash, dude, no. We want to get signed, remember?" | recognize Axl's voice. 
The four of us cautiously crept to the door and peered inside. 


"Well you seemed to like it last night when we were messin’ around in the van. You guys thought it was 


hilarious." 

"You can't hold me to anything that | think is funny when I've been drinking Nightrain. That shit's poison" 
The room they were in was dark and smoky, with two leather couches and some more posters. The sound 
booth was up against a glass wall furthest from the door, and through the window we could see the studio, 


gear and amps set up and ready to go. The guys noticed us at this point, and dropped their conversation 


"Well, hello, ladies," Slash pushed his top hat up so that we could see the bottom of his face, his lips moving 
slowly. "What brings you to the studio today?" 


m," am looked back at us Tor reassurance, "you invited us‘ 
"Un," Sam looked back at us f "you invited us?" 


"l'm just teasin’, babe. Have a seat!" She slid onto the couch next to him, and Kara sat on his other side on the 
armrest. | realized that there were only four guys in the room. Axl, who was leaning against a wall, the man 
called Slash, a brunette with lanky straight hair who was wearing sunglasses and strumming a black Les Paul, 
and a man with curly blond hair and chest hair that crept up his throat. The blond was spinning a pair of 
drum sticks between his fingers while a pretty brunette woman rested her head on his shoulder. | could have 
sworn there were five guys at the house last night. 

"Where's Duff?" Jenny asked. 

"He had to take a piss," the blond blurted, and his girl slapped him playfully on the arm. 

"Steven!" She giggled. "Language!" He wrapped his arm around her and planted a kiss on the top of her head. 
"Sorry, babe." He smiled and scrunched his blue eyes at her. He had a beautiful smile. 

| watched the man in the shades tune his guitar for a minute before | decided it was okay to look up at Axl. 
He was leaning against the wall next to the sound booth, and scrutinizing the brunette man, as well. He noticed 
me looking, and gave me a little smirk. At that moment, a tall blond walked in and crashed onto the couch 
opposite Slash. Jenny's face lit up and she smiled at him. 

"Hey, Duff," she said. 

"Hey." he looked to Slash for help, but he only shrugged, "uh, Jessica 

Ouch. 


It's Jenny,” she corrected, still smiling at him with adoration 


"So, we're just waiting for the suits to get here so we can get this thing started,” Axl explained. "They had to 


pick up some..refreshments." 
"Cool," | said. | face-palmed internally at my wonderful comeback. 


"So, ladies, we're playing a gig tonight at Madame Wong's East. You should come check it out," Slash said. Sam 
and Kara nodded eagerly, as did Jenny. 


"Sure thing. We were just talking about how we had nothing to do tonight, right Lorelai?" Jenny asked me. 
"No," | raised my eyebrow. The brunette strumming the guitar finally lifted his face and chuckled at me. | 


tugged on the bottom of my shirt. Something about him, and the way Axl was watching him carefully, made 


me very uncomfortable. Not to mention his lack of enthusiasm or conversation. 


| heard the front door open and three men in fancy clothes walked in, carrying two 6-packs of beer apiece. 


"Hope this is enough. Now let's get to work, boys," one of them set his box down and sat in a swivel chair in 
front of the booth. The guys stood and filed into the studio, picking up their instruments and mikes. The girls 
scooted together onto one couch and gazed eagerly through the glass. Suddenly, | did not want to be there 
anymore. | told them | was going to take a walk, and that I'd be back soon, and headed out the door. | heard 
Axls voice fading slowly as the door shut behind me: 


"Just an urchin livin under the street, I'm a hard case that's tough to beat." 


| took a lap around the block and stepped into a bookshop for about an hour before | decided | should probably 
head back to the studio. When | got back, the girls were in the exact position | had left them in, and the guys 


were wrapping up a song: 


"Said anything goes, tonight!" Axl drew the last two words out as Steven smashed down on the cymbals. When 
the song was over, Steven's girlfriend clapped enthusiastically. The guys came back into the room and each 
grabbed a beer. Axl grabbed the last one and came to stand next to me. Jenny turned and saw me, and she 


quickly came over and said, 

"There you are! We were just talking to Adriana, and she said she wanted to take us out and sightsee for the 
rest of the afternoon until the show! She's from here, and she said she knows the best spots! You wanna 
join?" 


| looked at Axl and he grinned knowingly at the beer in his hand. 


"Uh, I'm a little worn out on the whole sightseeing thing. Maybe I'll just head back to the apartment and wait 
for you there" 


She didn't like that. 


"Come on, Lorelai. You can't just shut yourself up in the apartment all day! We're in Los Angeles! This is where 
things happen. Come hang out with us!" 


"Maybe she could come hang out with us til the show," Axl interrupted. Jenny and | both looked at him in 


surprise. 
"Really?" | asked. 


“Sure. We're not gonna do anything but sit around and drink anyways. You won't be in the way. And it's better 


than being alone in your apartment." He took a sip of his beer. Jenny looked at me skeptically. 


"| don't know. | don't want the other guys to get upset by me being there," | struggled to come with an excuse 
not to. Inside | was screaming like a 13-year-old fangirl who had scored a backstage pass. 


"You're a girl. They would want you to be there. Trust me," He smiled. 


And for some stupid reason, | did. Which is how | found myself hanging out with Guns N Roses on a Wednesday 
afternoon in their bachelor pad, the only girl in sight. 


Axl\'s background 


Author's Notes: 
It\'s been forever and I\'m sorry but | found this stuff again and | really wanted to post some more! 


"Make yourself at home," Axl said as he tossed the keys on a table just inside the front door. The other guys 
shuffled past me through the door and scattered throughout the house. Duff and Slash went upstairs, Steven 
disappeared into the kitchen, and Izzy gave the two of us a shifty glance before shutting himself into his 
bedroom just behind the stairs. Axl planted himself onto a couch and looked up at me. 


"You guys aren't gonna hang out together?" | asked. 


"Nah. Slash and Duff are probably gonna go smoke a litte, Steven said he wanted to catch up on some sleep, 
and Izzy's just.tzzy." He rolled his eyes. | sat down next to him on the couch. 


"So, you never really told me about yourself last night. | gave you my story, but | believe we were interrupted 


before we got to your turn," | smiled. 


"There's not much to tell. | came from a small town, caused some trouble, decided | wanted a little more than 


what | was getting, and moved my ass out here.” 
"Caused some trouble how?" | was curious. 


"My town was very conservative. They didn't like the way | talked or the way | looked. My hair was a big 
controversy, even though it was only down to my shoulders back then. Guys would say | looked like a girl or 
whatever. So | got in some fights, broke some shit, got arrested a couple times, and decided I'd had enough. | 
grew up hearing that ‘modern’ rock n' roll wasn't real music, that it was evil noise. My parents only listened to 
Elvis and that stuff. But | knew they were wrong. | grew up singing in the church choir with my brother and 
sister, and | always loved it. We would goof around and make different voices while we were singing," he 
laughed. | smiled back. "So my buddy Izzy and | decided we were gonna move out here and make it big. He left 
first, but as soon as | had my shit together, | hopped the first greyhound | could and came out to find him. 
We shuffled bands for a while, but once we met the other guys, there was no other option Its kinda tough 


right now, we're waiting for someone to sign us, and all, but | wouldn't go back to Indiana for a million dollars." 
| stared. "Indiana?" He blinked. Mental slip, | suppose. 
"Yeah. |, uh, grew up in Lafayette." He grimaced and looked up at me. 


"No way! My mom grew up a little ways from there and we always drive through there to go to my 
grandparents house. We might have even seen each other before!" 


"| doubt it," he chuckled. "I have a feeling you and | don't exactly run in the same circles." 


"Still, | think that's pretty cool," | grinned and sat back against the cushions. "Why didnt you want to admit that 


you're from Indiana?" | was confused. 


"Eh, I'm not real fond of my past, and Indiana was a big part of that: the people, the culture.| just don't like to 


be reminded." 

"But if you don't remember the past, you can't see how far you've come," | argued. He just looked at me. 

"| guess." 

We sat in silence for a few moments. "So, what do you wanna do?" | asked. 

‘lm kinda hungry. You wanna go get something to eat?" 

"Don't you have anything here?" 

"Sure, if you want some beer or whiskey for dinner," he laughed. "I mean, | don't mind but" | rolled my eyes. 


"| don't have very much money. | thought I'd be going back to the apartment after the recording studio.” | 


grimaced at him. He waved his hand at me. 


"No worries. My treat.” 


